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"After my wounds had been treated, I was honoured
and garlanded; many gold pieces were showered at m\
feet. The whole city entered a holiday period. Endless
discussions were heard on all sides about my victory over
one of the largest and most savage tigers ever seen. Raja
Begum was presented to me, as promised, but I felt no
elation. A spiritual change had entered my heart. It
seemed that with my final exit from the cage I had also
closed the door on my worldly ambitions.
"A woeful period foflowed. For six months I lay near
death from blood poisoning. As soon as I was well enough
to leave Cooch Behar, I returned to my native town.
" *I know now that my teacher is the holy man who
gave the wise warning.* I humbly made this confession
to my father. 'Oh, if I could only find him!' My longing
was sincere, for one day the saint arrived unheralded.
" 'Enough of tiger taming.' He spoke with calm assur-
ance. 'Come with me; I will teach you to subdue the
beasts of ignorance roaming in jungles of the human mind.
You are used to an audience: let it be a galaxy of angels*
entertained by your thrilling mastery of yoga!'
k4I was initiated into the spiritual path by my saintly
guru. He opened my soul doors, rusty and resistant with
long disuse. Hand in hand, we soon set out for my
training in the Himalayas."
Chandi and I bowred at the swami's feet, grateful for
his outline of a cyclonic life. My friend and I felt amply
repaid for the long probationary wait in the cold parlour!